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again; overcome with joy at my return; fearing
always to displease me, and weeping with delight
when in any way she had given me pleasure, she
was sometimes more lovable, more touching,
more ravishing, than ever before; but she had lost
that serenity, that evenness of temper, that nice
propriety which had previously always been hers,
and had distinguished her so much. She attempted
indeed to do the same things, and they were
indeed the same things that she did; but, done
sometimes absently and sometimes with passion,
sometimes with lassitude, always better or less well
than before, they produced the same effect neither
on herself nor on others.

Ah! heaven! What torments and struggles did
she not undergo! Moved by my least caresses,
which she now sought rather than averted, and
always on her guard against her own emotions;
seeking to attract me as if by policy and from the
fear that I should escape her altogether, and then
reproaching herself for having attracted me; fear
and tenderness, passion and reserve succeeded
each other in her looks and movements with such
rapidity that they appeared to govern her simul-
taneously. Scorn, admiration, and pity affe&ed me
in turns; kindled and frozen, teased, enchanted,
and touched, I was plunged into inconceivable
agitation.

" Let us make an end," I said one day, carried
away both by love and anger. I locked her door
and led her from the harpsichord.